The Safety Catch

I can only hope so. Now, I am getting chilly. We must return home.
But send your young man to see me to-night after dinner; say at
half-past eight. Do that.'*

CHAPTER FIVE

FOLLIWAYS, Mr. Drumme's beautiful house on Wimbledon
Common, was fading into the September dusk when John
Klooner reached its gates, and read without surprise (for Mr.
Grindrod had told it to him) the strange name painted on them.
Even when he heard it from the respectful lips of Mr. Grindrod, he
did so without astonishment, for a mind accustomed to the O-So-
Kozies, the Gladberries, and the Krazy Kots of the newer and
humbler suburbs no longer has a surprise potential. A house is a
house, whatever its design, or whatever its occupants or owners
choose to call it. It cannot help their fancies, being often busy
enough keeping floor and roof apart.
In spite of Mr, Drumme's reported criticism of the intellectual
basis of the Idea, John looked forward with a sharp hope and
interest to the coming interview, for there is hardly an end to the
things a very rich man can do. He rang the bell, and an elderly maid
opened the door. He mentioned his name, whereupon she admitted
that Mr. Drumme was expecting him. No sooner had he stepped
inside, however, than a lady appeared in the hall and stood looking
at him. The maid closed the door and discreetly erased herself. The
lady came slowly forward and scrutinized John. She was, it seemed
clear, an anxious lady. She stood with her hands folded, her body
leaning forward, looking at him through her pince-nez, a puzzled
frown on her brow, as if she half-expected him to grab a tray off
the table or a coat off a peg and vanish through the door. Then,
with a hand as skinny as those of the Witches of Endor, she beckoned
John to follow her into a room on the right of the front door. He
obeyed, and she switched on the light, holding die door knob in
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